Mv love af deepcj tl'® ^ 

Th^c more 1 hav? , /" • 

I hearc fome noife withm, deate Love aa“C • _ 
Anon good Nurfe ,{wetMo>i»tfgfiehcu\ie . 

Stav but a little. I will come againe. 

%om. Oblefled.bleffed night, I am afeard 

Bei^ in night, all this is but a 

r 1 L...u«rtr ^riAui** V»p honourablc>; 



Madam'-? 

Madam- 


) morrow, 

I come anon tbut ifthon meanft not well, 

Idoebefeechtheefbyandby Icorne) 

Toceafe thy fuit, and leave me to my gticte, 

To morrow will 1 fend. 

So thrive my (bole. 

?«/. A thoufand times good- night. 

Rom.hthoaCmd times the worfe to WOTt thy hgh^ 

LovegoestowardloveasSchoole-boycsfrotnthmr^^^ 

But love from love toward Schoole. with heavie lookes. 

Extfr Juliet 4/4, »c. 

Jw/.Hift RomtoM^ s O for aFalknersvoice, 

To lure this Talfel gent Ic backe againe : 

Bondage is hoarfe, and may not fpeake aloud, 

Elfe would I teare the cave where Echo lyes. 

And make her ayrie tongue more hoarlc than mine, 

With repetition ofmy.Rswe». ' 

'Rom. It i s my love that ca Ils upon my name : 

How filverfveet found Lovers tongues by night? ' 

Like fof teft Muficke to attending cares- 
^ul.R^mea. 

^o»,.My Deere. 

Jttl- W nat a clocke to morrow 


1i 




Romeo and Juliet . ^ 

Shill I fend to thee? ~ 

^i?».Bythehoureofnine. ^ 

Jut. 1 will not faile, *tis twcntie yceres till then . 

1 have forgot why 1 did call thee backe* 

T^w.Let me ftand hcretill thou remembCTit. 

Jul. I fliall forget to have thee ftill ftand there, 
Rcmcmbring how I love thy company, 

Rom. And *Ile ftill ftay, to have thee ftill forget. 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

JhL Tis almoft morning, I would have thee gone. 
And yet no farther than a wantons bird, - 
That lets it hop a little from his hand. 

Like a poote prifoner in his twifted gyves, ^ 

And with a filken thred plucks it backe againe, 

So loving jealous of hir liberty. - - : = 

I vvould I were thy bird.^ 

JhL Sweet fo would I, 

Yet I fliould kill thee with much cheriftiing : 

Good night, good night. 

Parting is fuch fweetlortow. 

That I fhall fay good night rill it be morrow. 

Roo Sleep d^well upon thine eyes, peace in thy breaft. 
Would I were fleepe and peace fo fweet to reft. 

Hence will I to my ghoftly Friers clofe Cell, 

Hishelpc to crave, and my deerc hap to tell. 

1 ' ^ “ ■ - ■ ' Bxit. 

Rnter Frier alone mth a B asket. 

Fri, The grey ey*d morne fmiles on the frowning night. 
Checkring the Eaftcrn clouds with ftreakes of light : 

And fleckcld darkneffe like a drunkard redes, ^ 

From forth dayes path, and TVr4»/burfiing wheeles. 
Now ere the funne advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheere ,and nights danke dew to dry, 

1 rniift upfill this Ofier-Ciige of ours. 

With balefuHweedsi and preciousjuiccdflowcrs. 

The earth that's natures mother in her Tombe ; 

What is her burying Grave, that is her wombe : 




And 
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